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the moment we pass outside of the complex
material phenomena which surround us, by all
kinds of wonderful secrets and incomprehensible
mysteries. What is this strange pageant that
unrolls itself before us from hour to hour ? this
panorama of night and day, sun and moon,
summer and winter, joy and sorrow, life and
death ? We have all of us, like Jack Horner, our
slice of pie to eat. Which of us does not know
the delighted complacency with which we pull out
the plums ? The poet is silent of the moment when
the plate is empty, when nothing is left but the
stones; but that is no less impressive an experience.
The wonderful thing to me is, not that there is
so much desire in the world to express our little
portion of the joy, the grief, the mystery of it all,
but that there is so little. I wish with all my
heart that there was more instinct for personal ex-
pression ; Edward FitzGerald said that he wished
we had more lives of obscure persons ; one wants
to know what other people are thinking and feel-
ing about it all; what joys they anticipate, what
fears they sustain, how they regard the end and
cessation of life and perception, which waits for
us all. The worst of it is that people are often so
modest; they think that their own experience is